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Aren't you ashamed to see them sinking ? The wise have sunk in woridli-
ness. Wisdom was of no avail to them when Death got hold of them. He
who knows the true wisdom about the body alone is happy.1

Niranta Bhagata (1770-1846) of Dethana, near Baroda,
and a Patidara by caste, was another popular poet. His
outlook was philosophic, and his language, simple and
charming. He uses Urdu words more freely than any other
poet of his time.

Such an occasion will never come; let us worship Hari. A fool will give a
diamond for a cowrie. Let us worship Hari with affection. What can we say ?

The flowing water will continue to flow. Fathers and grandfathers
have gone before us. How can we be left behind ? Son, wealth and wife,
family and descendants are yours; but, at the moment of death, who will
save whom ?

Remember, friends are only bound by self-interest Know this for
certain: no one is another's relative or casteman.

Death hovers over your head. It will do what it likes, and when. Death,
the counsellor of evil, will not let any one go. The fear of Death Is the
greatest fear of all. Why are you trustful ? Why do you live in enjoyment ?
You fish of shallow waters! When he comes no one will listen to you. Only
those who worship Hari are like Hari. If you believe so, listen to the name
of Hari.3
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